186                    CONTA RINI FLEMING :

With what horror, with what blank despair, with wiiai.
supreme, appalling astonishment, did I find myself, for the
first time in my life, a subject of the most reckless, the
most malignant, and the most adroit ridicule, I was sacri-
ficed, I was scalped. They scarcely condescended to notice
my dreadful satire; except to remark, in passing, that, by
the bye, I appeared to be as ill-tempered as I was imbecile.
But all my eloquence, and all my fancy, and all the strong
expression of my secret feelings! these ushers of the court
of Apollo fairly laughed me off Parnassus, and held me up
to public scorn, as exhibiting a lamentable instance of
mingled pretension and weakness, and the most ludicrous
specimen of literary delusion that it had ever been their
unhappy office to castigate, and, as they hoped, to cure.

The criticism fell from my hand. A film floated over
my vision; my knees trembled. I felt that sickness of
heart, that we experience in our first serious scrape, T
was ridiculous. It was time to die.

What did it signify ? What was authorship to me ? What
did I care for their flimsy fame; I, who, not yet of age, was
an important functionary of the state, and who might look
to its highest confidence and honours. It was really too
ludicrous. I tried to laugh. I did smile very bitterly. The
insolence of these fellows ! Why! if I could not write,
surely I was not a fool. I had done something. Nobody
thought me a fool. On the contrary, everybody thought
me a rather extraordinary person. What would they think
now ? I felt a qualm.

I buried my face in my hands; I summoned my thoughts
to their last struggle; I penetrated into my very soul; and
I felt the conviction, that literary creation was necessary to
my existence, and that for it I was formed. And all the
beautiful and dazzling forms that had figured in my youth-
ful visions, rose up before me, crowned monarohs, and
radiant heroes, and women brighter than day; but their